2 'WHAT' OF POETRY
What is poetry? Many a genius is ready with his phrase
None of them is full rnoon and shows you only a phase
Poetry is neither the sea, nor the sun, the rose nor is
its prick
It is always the   sound,,   the  light,  the  scent and the
shriek.
It is a pang of fellow feeling and an experience
Which the poet contrives to communicate to his
audience
The more delicately and indelibly he achieves the game
The more is his an elevating and an enduring name.
Poetry is at times a pitiful cry of a dying deer
When it is prey'd upon by a python or a panther
It is more often a terrifying and deafening thunder
When those colossal clouds collidewith one another.
Poetry is a feather touch, a nail bruise and a dagger
wound
Often times it may be an arrow cut and a deadfy
thunder-boJt
But the poet never leaves his ethical note and the
human ground
He ever gives you pleasure, now and then, a
somersault and a jolt.
The hum of summer brook playing with  pebbles and
shells
The tune of anklets on the feet of dancing damsels
The aroma wafting from the blossoming creepers
The evening breeze floating from the lakes and rivers*
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